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Like Suicide, or The Day | Tried to Love (I) 


DISCLAIMER: | don't know any of the members of Skid Row or Soundgarden. Don't know anything about them at 
all beyond what you read in interviews and such. What follows is totally and completely made up, except for 
the fact that there's a band called Skid Row and another called Soundgarden and that they have members with 
the same names as the band members in the story. Beyond those two things, nothing -- absolutely NOTHING - 
- is true in this story. Well, actually, there is one other thing: Soundgarden did support Skid Row on the "Slave 
to the Grind" tour. But that's it. Beyond that, nothing. Nothing at all. 


Thanks for reading, and if you like it (or don't like), and want to let me know, I'd be truly happy to hear it 
(even if you don't like it, though maybe not ~as~ happy as if you liked it). 


EREET EEEE EE 
Soundcheck, and Baz can feel himself being watched. Not everyday rock star watched, nor the intense gaze of 
being undressed by someone's eyes. More like being flayed. He tries to shake if off without looking shaken. 


Without looking over to the shadows where the watching's coming from. 


He knows what he'd see. Those eyes. Watching, not missing a thing. Watching like something from an alien race, 


something whose job it was to watch and judge. Constantly. 


"You all right?" Dave asks, giving a friendly squeeze on Baz's shoulder before continuing on to the other side of 
the stage with his guitar. 


"Fine." Baz risks a glance into the shadows. And the glance turns into a stare. He takes a slow breath, lets it 


out at least as slowly, his eyes locked with Kim Thayil's. 


Kim, a plastic cup in his hand, pushes off the wall he'd been leaning so nonchalantly against and quirks an 


eyebrow before turning and strolling away. 
"Baz." 


"Yahuh?" His gaze stays pinned to Kim's retreating back. He doesn't want to miss--there is is. The quick smirk 
over his shoulder just before he turns out of sight. 


"We're finished," Rachel says, with more than a little impatience sharpening his voice. 


"Kay." Baz, still looking toward the route Kim had taken, drops his hand from the mike stand. He clears his 
throat. He says, "Catch you in a bit," to whoever may be listening. And then he follows Kim's trail. 


But it's not Kim he's headed for. His mind chants, "Let him be alone. Let him be alone," as he strides through 
the backstage hallways, looking. He doesn't notice he's rubbing his thumbs pensively against his palms as he 
walks. Let him be alone. 


"Chris," he says when he sees him, the syllable abrupt, almost a hiss. His eyes dart to make sure Kim isn't in 
sight before he pushes Chris's shoulder, pushing him into a bathroom. He shuts the door and leans against it. 


"What?" Chris's grin is easy, but his eyes.. They have the same intensity as Kim's. The kind of intensity that 


makes you feel like your brain is being picked over by tiny fingers. 


Baz catches his breath--hadn't realized until now that he'd lost it to begin with. He unclenches his hands. "You 


seen Kim?" His voice is almost angry. 

"No..." 

"| have." 

"So..?" 

"Just now. Watching us do soundcheck. Watching me." 


Chris shrugs. "So what? He's got time to kill. He's wandering around, checking out what people are doing." 


Baz shakes his head. He's still catching his breath. The frustration isn't helping. "He's watching me." 

"| don't get it" 

"Jesus fucking-- Did you tell him?" 

"No, what--" 

"Did he find out somehow? He fucking knows, Chris. He knows something.” The image of Kim, showing a grin 
over his shoulder just before he turns away, rises up in Baz's brain This time, Kim winks, in Baz's imagination, 
making him suddenly think, Did Kim wink? 


Jesus, he knows something 


"Calm down. Chris's hands press on his shoulders as though he's worried Baz would float up into the air 


without them to hold him down. "Now what makes you think he knows? Did he say something?" 

Baz shakes his head. 

"Did someone else say something?" 

"No, it's not fucking like--" 

"What is it, then?" Chris wrinkles his brow as though he's just taken his first good look at Baz. "You all right?" 
‘Im fine." He pushes away, heads toward the sink. His hands are trembling. 

"Then what's this about Kim?" 


"He just fucking stands there, in the shadows, in the fucking corners, in the fucking background, and he 


watches me. 
"Watches you guys do soundcheck?" 

Baz turns quickly. "He watches me, Chris. He's not looking at anyone fucking else.” 

Chris's mouth opens. He looks like he might take a step forward, then he looks like he's pulling back, all without 
moving. Finally he says, "I don't know what fo tell you. Maybe he likes you. If it helps, he hasn't said anything to 


me. And if there was anything, he'd come to me...” 


Baz had already turned back to look at himself in the mirror. Frowning. Scared. "Maybe he hasn't said anything 


to you because it's you he likes." He turns on the cold water, lets it run over his hands. "Not me." 


"Bastion" A hand touches his shoulder again 


He bends, pulling himself out from under it, nudging Chris away with his hip, and he splashes his face with the 
cold water. When he looks in the mirror again, his face is red. And wet. He reaches for the paper towel 


dispenser. "Let's call it off" 
"What?" 


"We've had a good time. Been a good few weeks. A few weeks is fucking long enough, isn't it, with one person? 
The longer we do this, the greater the risk. Before long, it'll be more than Kim figuring things out." He sees 
himself in the mirror again, above the towel he's using to scrub his face dry. Already he looks better, his 
eyes sharp again, his mouth less thin "You're the one who was so worried about anyone finding out in the 


first place." 

"Bas..." The hand reaches out again, and stops short. Falls back to Chris's side. Chris turns away, but not before 
Baz catches the pain in those horrible eyes. Then Chris looks back, his hand on the bathroom door handle, 
ready to open the door. To leave. The pain's gone. The eyes judge him, just like Kim. The eyes are above him. 
He'll be glad to have them gone. 

"You know what? Fuck you," Chris spits. And then the door is swinging shut. 


Baz tosses the crumpled paper toward the trash can and misses. He gives himself one last glance in the 


mirror. He looks fine. He'll be fine. 
He opens the door. 


Kim's face is within inches of his, the dark eyes confronting him, as though Kim had been standing there, 


waiting. 


"Go the fuck away," Baz says, pushing past him. "You got what you wanted." 


